NEW   MEN-OLD   METHODS
Telephone me tonight at eight to my mother's fiat,
and 111 let you know how she is. Go now, this G.R.
angel will see to us, won't you?' she asks, smiling in
her sweet way at the stalwart veteran who really
feels his war job for England is at last at hand.
I dine at Pobos, a fashionable night club, with a
friend, a legal man, whose son is with us, and ring
up Madge at eight. 'All is well/ she tells me. The
two war widows, the one with a child, the other
expecting one, are to be great friends, united by a
common bond which unites as no other can. *Go
and enjoy yourself/ she adds, 'you need it. God
grants strength on these occasions! Night, night!'
She rings off. 'Wonderful woman/ I muse. We sit on
talking until two a.m. I drink strong coffee while
my friend keeps a bottle of brandy busy after cham-
pagne. 'I thought/ I say, "these places had to shut
early, and not sell liquor after ten?' "You thought
wrong, old man, you come from the backwoods,
"the mug line" the fellows in there call it/ he says,
pointing to a private room. 'There are probably ten
men in there now, at least, who are making huge
fortunes out of your war; pretend to go in by mistake
and look at them; and in there/ he says, pointing
to another door, "I will also show you something
else which will interest you/ I open the door and
behold a dozen or so fat profiteers 'doing themselves
well/ 'They seem to be having a very good war!*